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"Became as yellow as the robes of the Tibetan monks
who passed through the valley from Leh. After
such gluttony they would place their paws in
agony on their paunches and their tongues would
be silent in great misery.
"Well, sons, yonder is a sight you couldn't beat
in all the world," said Papa Bruin proudly. He
pointed with his paw to Mount Haramukh where
the first roseate rays of sunset were apparent on
the immaculate snows. The three of them stared
mutely at the splendid scene. Such supreme
moments were amongst the most valued joys of
the bear kingdom. Then the younger son turned
to his father ingratiatingly.
"Tell us a story, pa," he begged, linking his arm
in that of his parent.
"Tell us about the time you scared the lady
missionary in the gorge near Sonamarg and how she
dropped her topi and how Ma ate it and was nearly
sick unto death," suggested the other brother.
The younger son objected.
"No pa. Tell us somethin' excitin', like
when you had the encounter with the fierce Major
from Peshawar."
"Okay lads. Come and sit by me. Snuggle
up and be comfortable, it'll soon be getting chilly.
I wonder where your mother is, and that bundle
of vanity, your sister------"
"I saw her walking-out with the piebald fellow
from the next valley."
"You don't say!" exclaimed Papa Bruin.
"Well, I suppose its a case of two of a kind------